The Axe of God
By faith participate
In the living truth of Siva
That the boy adores, adorns,
Dredging himself from the samsara
Of fettered life.
It is our fortune
That a boy of his years
Is a Pasupati on earth.
Agoram:         You have startled me Dharm! I shrink in fright From what I listened to. My goram is ended; Agoram is born anew.
Dharm:          Tamasoma Jyotir Gamaya!
Let Darkness mother Light!
(Ekam comes.)
Ekain:           How happy am I to see our Dharm
Recreating Agoram. Dharm, nature so fashioned you And with nature's leave You could, at last Put the essence of sense Into a sense-defying head, And reconcile the bovine With the divine.
Agoram, Vichara Sarma could not Brook the caning of a cow; Know him to be The aeviternal Mother-cow; We are but his calves. The calf should know its cow Even as the cow its calf. Blessed is Seignaloor, The town sacred to Siva, His son Muruka and His Amsa Who is Vichara Sarmaondit;
